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SAD MEMORIES. 



Cynthia. {Discovered arranging flowers). There, now, I 
think that looks very nice— -no, that ivy wants arranging 
differently — (Bus) That's better (goes to window). What a 
lovely sunset ; the sun is going to sleep in a bed of roses ; and 
there, too, are mountains of gold, and see, there is the first of 
the stars — the angels' forget-me-nots. I wonder if my angel 
is sleeping ; of course she is ; in the land of bye-bye, with 
her dolly clasped tightly in her chubby little arms. {Goes to 
piano, and plays a bar or two of ^^ Home Sweet Home"), Aye, it is 
indeed home to me. After the care and turmoil of my weary 
life, what a haven of peace and happiness. My Roland, how 
good he is to me. Why did I never tell him of the past. I 
was afraid ; it seems so long ago now. I was a silly school- 
girl, fascinated by the manners of a man of the world, who, 
when he found the marriage tie was irksome, left her to 
starve, and she would have starved too, if she hadn't had 
some little idea of acting. Now, how did that line run ? 
" Armand, come back to me — come back to me." No ; — 
that's wrong, "Come back to me" {changes intonation and 
leans back in chair), 

Roland Carew e^iters, he is a man of about forty years of 
age. He comes and puts his hands over Cynthias eyes, 

Roland. Yes, dear ; he has come back. 

Cynthia {springs up and kisses him). Oh! how you 
frightened me. 

Roland. And who is this mysterious, Armand ? I am quite 
jealous beforehand. 

Cynthia. You dear old goose ; he is only a play-lover. 

Roland. A play-lover ? 

B 3 
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4 SAD MEMORIES. 

Cynthia. Yes, in a piece I used to play in. I was such a 
success too ; the people used to cry, oh, ever so much. 

Roland. You vain little thing. Now sit down and tell me, 
dear ; don't you ever regret leaving the excitement of the 
stage for this humdrum existence ? 

Cynthia. Regret ? No, dear ; before I met you I had no 
home, no friends, no one to care for, no one to care for me. 
Now I have you, my husband ; and where you are there 
is my home. 

Roland. What a pretty speech (kisses her), 

Cynthia. Oh, I had forgotten ; I meant to scold you. You 
are late, and on this day of days — Baby's birthday, such a 
great event. She is two years old to-day. 

Roland. No, I had not forgotten ; only I could not get 
away from business before. See what I've brought her. 
(Brings doll wrapped in paper from table where he has placed 
it on entering), 

Cynthia. {Takes it and plays with it with delight). How 
pleased she will be ; see how it moves its arms. 

Roland. Why, Cvnthia, you are as big a baby as the one 
the toy is intended for. 

Cynthia, (dianges). Are you vexed with me for being so 
childish ? 

Roland. No, dear ; do what you like ; it pleases me fo 
see you happy. There are no flaws in my pearl, no specks 
in my gleam of sunshine. . 

Cy'NTHIA {stands over him at back with arms round his 
neck). Ah, you can't see them, you know. Love is blind. I 
have lots of specks if 3'ou only knew. 

Roland. Well, I am quite content to be blind for the rest 
of my days. Now aren't you going to play to me. 

Cynthia. Yes, of course {plays softly) (aside)— I will tell 
him about — no I cannot — yes I will — Roland. 

Roland. Yes, dear. 

Cynthia. I was reading the other day such a curious 
tale. 

Roland. What was it (reading newspaper). 

Cynthia. I want to know what you would have done 
under the circumstances. ^. 

Roland. Tell me all about it. 

Cynthia. Well a girl in the book when she was at school 
fell in love with the French master. 

Roland. Quite a common occurrence that with romantic 
school-girls I should imagine. 

Cynthia. She was fascinated by his foreign manners and 
his tales of the old nobility, and /// thought she had money. 
Q^e morning both were missing ; he had eloped wjth her ftii^ 
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SAD MEMORIES. 5 

married her. She lived in afooVs paradise for some months, 
till one day he left a letter telling her he was tired of her, 
and as she had no money they had better part. Too proud 
to appeal to the law, she was left alone in the world, and 
earned her living by {hesitates) teaching music. One day 
came the news of his death — he was killed in a duel. Some 
lime after she met a man who loved her and whom she loved 
in return. She married him, but never told him of her past 
life. 

Roland. That was wrong ; it was wicked. 

Cynthia. Wouldn't you have forgiven her {leaves off play- 
ing), 

Roland. A man can never forgive such deceit as that. 

Cynthia. But the man in the book did. 

Roland. I am afraid I am made of sterner stuff than the 
shilling-shocker heroes. {Reads paper), 

Cynthia. {Plays softly) (aside), I dare pot tell him now. 

Roland. What sorrowful music you are playing. 

Cynthia. Am I ? {changes to live lyy plays a bar or iwo^ and 
then breaks off abruptly: turns to Roland), Aren't you going 
to smoke. 

Roland. Yes, dear ; if you will give me my pipe. 

Cynthia {gets pipe and tobacco jar). Now you shall see 
how beautifully I can fill it for you {bus). Now wait a 
minute, and ni get you a light. (Strikes viatch, bus). Oh, 
I've burnt my finger ! {Bus). 

Roland (kisses it). Poor little finger ; there, is that better.? 

Cynthai. Yes, let me try again {strikes light, bus). 

Roland. Ah ! 

Cynthia. Now isn't that nice ? 

Roland. This is the very nicest pipe I've ever smoked. 

Cynthia. That's because I filled it {curtseys). Now Pm 
going to see if baby is still fast asleep, and take her her 
birthday present. 

Roland. Kiss her good-night for me. 

Cynthia. Give me the kiss for her then {he kisses her). 
Now I'll leave you to your pipe and your beloved paper. 
How pleased she will be I How pleased she will be ! 1 {Exit 
D. R., laughing), 

Roland {looking after her). My darling. How bright and 
happy she is, and to think I remained for so long a disagree* 
able, crusty, old bachelor. Never mind, my Cynthia was 
worth the waiting. By Jove 1 I had quite forgotten those 
letters. I'll go and write them now. (Exit D. l). 

Slight pause, Victor Lemair appears at -xunJov, looks round, 
and enters. 
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6 SAD MEMORIES. '2 

Victor. So, at last, my pretty bird, I have found you, have 
1 ? What a surprise for Mrs. Carew it will be. Ma foie ! 
but this is very comfortable. (S^es photo on mantelpiece). 
Ah ! there you are, ch6rie. Ah ! charmant ; no wonder poor 
Jules lost his heart but I am afraid when poverte come in 
at the door, love he fly out of the window. He was a nice 
boy, Jules, but foolish. Why did he let his heart be captivate 
by you ? bah ! (Looks at another photo). Ah ! I suppose 
that is the husband, he must not see me here. I can work 
on the feelings of the wife, but the husband ? — ^Non, he is 
English, and sensible All les Anglais they are sensible. 
{Looks in glass). It is fortunate for me that Jules and I were 
so much alike ; I have dressed myself for the part, and I do 
not think she will be able to distinguish the difference {at 
another photo). Ah ! quite a family group— all of them— even 
le petit enfant. Ah ! trds jolie (blows kiss) I am sorry to dis- 
turb such domestic felicity, but I have no money. Ah ! it is 
sad to want money. Not even money for tabac {sees Jar on 
table). Ah ! what a godsend {makes cigarette; bus) everything 
to my hand {sees decanter). Ah ! what is this {bus) cognac. 
Bon {pours out glass and drinks it), I am playing a bold 
game. Let me see, have I all the trumps {looks at papers) ; 
yes, yes, they are all here. If I play my cards right I shall win 
the game. {Cynthia heard singing outside). Ah, she comes, 
it is la bdle . I mark the king — first score to me. {Hides 
behind curtains c). , 

Enter Cynthia^ D. R., singing, 

Cynthia. Roland ; what, not here ? Ah, I know, he's 
stolen away, and under pretence of writing letters, he'll have 
just forty winks, lazy old thing. Baby was fast asleep, 
hugging her dear dolly ; so I put the new one beside her. 
My darling, I'm afraid it's wrong to feel so happy, but why 
shouldn't I, nothing can trouble me now except the sad 
memories of the past. 

Victor appears from curtains, C, 

Victor. Bon soir, madame. 

Cynthia {turns and sees him). My God 1 Jules Lemair I 
{Picture), «^' 

Victor {aside). That is good. Yes, Jules Lemair. What, 
have you no word of welcome for your husband ? 

Cynthia. My husband, you I Jtiles Lemair is dead, I tell 
you I dead — dead. 

Victor. Oh, no, he is very much alive, and at your service. 
You should have made absolument sure before you were in 
such a hurry to rush into matrinionie again, ma chere. 

Cynthia* What do you mean ? 
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Victor. Bah ! why try to deceive me, your husband ? I 
know all ; how, when we {pause) parted. ~ 

Cynthia. Parted. So that is what you call your cruel and 
heartless desertion of me, when you left me to starve, aye, to 
die for all you cared. You, the man to whom I had given all 
the devotion ot my girlish heart, and you come here with a 
mocking smile on your lips, and you call it parted. 

Victor. Ma ch^re, we will not quarrel over a mere baga- 
telle. I repeat, I know all, how you went on the stage after 
you had heard of my death, ha ! ha 1 how you met and mar- 
ried this Englishman, and now are rich and respectable. 

Cynthia. Well, what does all this mean ? 

Victor. I am afraid you do not realise your position, ma 
ch^re. I, your first husband am, as you English term it, alive 
and kicking, and you ai*e — 

Cynthia. What! ' 

Victor. Merely the mistress of this worthy man. 

Cynthia. Ah, God I no 1 no ! I tell you, man, you are mad 
to say such a thing. 

Victor. Non, I am not mad ; but perfectly sane. Listen to 
me quietly for one little moment. Here are {bus) the 
certificates of your marriage to me quite en regie. You, 
with another husband living, c'est moi are married again. I 
think that is what you English call bigamy, is it not ? 

Cynthia. Oh, do not torture me, Jules ; by the love you 
used to bear me, do not sta^ here. Go away, and leave me to 
the man I love and the child I worship. See, on my knees 1 
implore you to spare me. 

Victor. Spare you ; I am not such a fool. After all the 
time and trouble I've taken to find you. Non, non, ma chere ; 
I have come to claim my wife. 

Cynthia. I do not admit your claim. You have no power 
to enforce it, there is no law, human or divine, can make me 
yours, I defy you 1 

Victor. Very pretty sentiment but there is a law and I 
}ntend to make use of it. I mean to starve no longer but to 
be comfortable for the rest of my days on the money you, 
my dear wife, will provide. 

Cynthia. So that is why you have found the deserted . 
wife; that is why you have hunted me down. Man, have you 
no pity, no heart. 

Victor. Assurement, I have a heart, that is why I find 
you, and then you treat me with reproaches; it is cruel of you. 

Cynthia. What do you want ? 

Victor. Ah I now we come to business {males cigarette). 
In the first place I want money. 

Cynthia. 1 have none. 
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VicTOK. Oh, the husband there {blows smoke towards photo) 
will give you some, you will give it to me. I am not good 
at business but I think you call it every quarter, do you not ? 
I will not stay here. Non, it is too cold for me, this climate 
of yours. Non, La Belle France ; and there if the money did 
not arrive quite regularly, I could easily run over and see 
you, could I not, Ma Belle ? 

Cynthia. Now, Jules Lemaire, listen to me. You have 
told me you intend to extort money from me, that I am to 
Jive in daily expectation of having my child and husband 
snatched from me by you, that my life is to be a living lie, 
that I am to fetter myself with the chains of a never ending 
remorse. Now, hear my answer, I refuse to accede to your 
demands. 

Victor. You refuse. Eh, Bien ! I shall have to tell your 
husband what you are, and as for your child — 

Cynthia {changes). Ah ! no don't do that. Stay, think a 
moment ; think of what^f>« would do, you would not be so 
cruel, so pitiless. Now that I have tasted the bitter waters 
of life do not dash the sweet nectar of its joy from mjr lips ; 
do not shatter my dream of love, ruin my husband's life, and 
leave my child nameless and alone, never to know a mother's 
care, never to know a mother's love. 

Victor. Bravo, Bravo, I am sorry to hurt your feelings, 
ma ch^re, but it is a pity acting like yours should be wasted 
on such an unappreciative audience. Either you give me 
enough money to satisfy my modest requirements, or — 

Cynthia. Or — what? 

Victor. You leave this place with me to-night. 

Cynthia. I leave this house with you ? 

Victor. Oui, ma chere, and why not, have I not the best 
right to protect you, I, your dear husband. 

Roland {outside), Cynthia, Cynthia. 

Cynthia. Go now; for God's sake go, there is my husband's 
voice. Wait outside, I will call you when I have decided what 
to do. 

Victor. Bien. Recollect you are in my power, do not try 
to play the fox with mc. I hold you in the hollow of my 
hand. You are mine, and I have a husband's right to 
command. {Exit c.) 

Cynthia. What shall I do, what shall I do ? Yes, I must 
go away and leave all I hold dear, my husband, my child ; 
the disgrace must not be theirs, and then, perhaps, in years 
to come she will forget the mother that taught her baby lips 
to lisp that name {takes photo from mantlepiece). My 
darling, my an^el. No, I cannot, I will not, I would sooner 
kill myself or him, but how, how? 
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Roland {outside), Cynthia, are you there ? 
Cynthia, {changes and dries eyes). Yes, dear. 

Picks up book. 
Roland enters D. L. 

Cynthia. Why, what have you been doing all this time ? 

Roland. Writing letters, dear. 

Cynthia. Oh,yes of course writing letters, and I have been 
reading this book, you know dear, the book I told you of. So 
silly isn't it {throws it down), 

Roland. Cynthia. 

Cynthia. Oh, I'm cross with it, it is so false, so untrue to 
life. 

Roland. Books of that type generally are. 

Cynthia. Nothing like that could ever happen in real life 
could it ? 

Roland. I should say not. 

Cynthia. Ah ! now you're angry and you musn't be 
angry with me on baby's birthday, when T want to be so 
happy too. {laughs hysterically). 

koLAND. Well, dear, and so you are, are you not, 

Cynthia. Yesdear, of course, of course, {changes) Viohindi, 
supposing I was to be taken away from you. 

Roland. Why suppose anything of the kind, dear. 

Cynthia. But, Roland, I mean if something were to 
happen that I had to leave you and baby, and never see you 
again, would my presence here soon become only a memory 
of the past, would you soon forget your wife and the mother 
of your child ? 

KOLAND. Forget you, no dear, I shall always cherish you 
in my heart of hearts, and always love you till death do us 
part. 

Cynthia. Now why talk ofdeath?— it's wrong, it's wrong, 
I don't like it. 

Roland. You're very changeable to-night dear, I'm 
afraid you've been exciting yourself too much. 

Cynthia. Yes, that's it, that's it, but I love excitement, I 
love to laugh. {Bus). ^ 

Roland. Yes dear, I know you do but you won't be able 
to sleep after this, now I'll go and get you a sleeping 
draught from my medicine chest. 

Cynthia. Yes do, bring it here and I'll take it now. 

Roland exits D. L. 
Cynthia. I'll come with you and bring it back, it will save 
you the trouble. If I can only find something else there I'll 
do it. Y^, I'll do it. 

^»r// p. \i. 
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10 SAD MEMORIES. 

Victor {appears at curtains c). Ah ! no one here. I 
wonder if she has decided what to do, yet if she goes away 
with me she will be only in my way ; no, it is the money I 
want, never mind if she does come. She can go on the 
stage again and earn some ; what is the use of a wife unless 
she provides her husband with the necessaries of life. {Exit 
c.) 

Cynthia {enters d.l., with phiaL) I have it ; this shall 
shatter the links of the past and keep me, my child and hus- 
band. 

Roland {enters d.l.). Have you taken your draught, 
dear ? 

Cynthia. It is good for the nerves, isn*t it ? 

Roland. Yes, I think so. 

Cynthia. Ah, that's what I want, my nerves are all un- 
strung. {Roland takes hat). Where are you going ? 

Roland. Only down to the gardener's cottage to see about 
those plants {is goiiig c). 

Cynthia. Don't go tha^ way, it's dark and I've shut the 
windows. 

Roland. Very well ; now you'd better go to bed and get a 
long night's rest. Good night {hisses her), 

Cynthia. Yes, a long night's rest. Good-night ; dear, you 
are quite sure 3rou love me ? 

Roland. Quite. 

Cynthia {changes). That is all I wanted. You may go 
now. 

Roland. Thanks. Good -night. 

Exitf D.R. 

Cynthia {nearly fainting), I couldn't have born the agony 
much longer. Where is my magic crystal. {Bus), Ah, you 
have death in your kiss ; you have the power to free me and 
you shall — yes — but how {looks round), I have it. {Puts two 
wine glasses on table, one of them has not been used. She pours 
poison into one glass,) 

Window opens, and Victor appears, 

Victor. Ah ! ah ! chferie, you have kept me waiting a long 
time. 

Cynthia. I'm sorry, my — Mr. Carew wanted me ; he has 
just gone out. 

Victor. And have you made up your mind ? 

Cynthia. Yes, I'm coming with you. After all, I'm rather 
tired of a quiet life. 

Victor {suspiciously)^ Yow QonvQrsioq hj^s been r^th^r 
§ydc(en, ma ch6re, 
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Cynthia. Has it ? Ah, well, I'm very changeable. 
Victor. Ah, c'est vrai; but the dew has made me cold ; give 
me some drink. 

Cynthia fills the two glasses from the de canter y there is not much 
in it. He is going to take the poisoned glass when she hands 
him the other, 

Victor {drinks). Ah I that is warm (Jills another glass), ■ 
So, will you come away with me at once ? 

Cynthia. Yes, there is no time to be lost (she toys with 
poisoned glass as if she would drink it), 

Victor. Bien. You had better go and get your jewels 
and what money you have (drinks brandy, finishing the 
decanter), 

Cynthia. No, I will take nothing with me. 

Victor. Yes, you will ; I tell you I need money for my 
immediate wants. 

Cynthia. I shall only take this (takes baby's photo from 
table), 

Victor. Bah, I have no patience with sentiment; it is 
foolish. 

Cynthia. My baby ! will you forget your mother, dear ; 
perhaps some day she may see you again, yet never be able 
to call you mine, never to kiss those baby lips again (cries), 

Victor. Don't make a scene, I hate tears. All the brandy 
gone. Ah ! (Takes poisoned glass from the table and is going 
to drink it when she sees him), 

Cynthia. Stop, Jules, stop ; you don't know what you are 
doing, that is poisoned. 

Victor. Bah. 

Cynthia. It is true ; driven desperate by the madneis of 
my despair I poisoned it. I meant you to drink it, but the 
sight 01 my child's innocent face held me back. My tempta^ 
tion was great, but it has been conquered, thank God, thank 
God! 

Victor. Bah, I am not to be frightened by such rhodo- 
montade, clever actress as you are. Ah, you would not 
have had the courage. Well, ma belle, a votre sante (Cynthia 
staggers towards him, and tries to stop him), 

Cynthia. Your death be upon your own head. I warned 
you, remember, I warned you. ^ 

Victor staggers to chair R. Roland enters D. R. Cynthia 
screams and rushes to him, 

Roland. Who is this man. 

Victor. I will tell you ; she your wife spoke the truth. 
You will believe me. I am dying— it was my own fault^ahe 
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warned me. I came to blackmail her ; she believed I was her 
first husband ; it is false— he died years ago— I am his 
brother, Victor. 

Cynthta. Victor ! thank God ! thank God ! 

Victor. Ah, I nearly tricked you, madame ; it was a brave 
plan, but it has failed, and I have lost the game {dies), 

Cynthia. Husband. 

Roland. My wife (etnbrace). 



Curtain. 
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